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STILL-HUNT 



OMINOUS CONCORD 



As if I were Jeanne d 'Arc, 
But wearier, I prepare 
Answer and return 
To the prophetic air; 

My voice answering 
Voices of the unearthly nation 
With autumnal melody 
Of my own creation : 

Melody of alarm lest my 
So long-imagined love retreat 
Into despair as sharp and fine 
As the print of sea-gull's feet. 

They sing, stilling my response 
With silvery indifference; 
And what they mean or know 
Is, like the falling of first snow, 
An indecipherable cadence. 



WITHOUT SLEEP 

He earns the oblivion of book and shelf 
Who will have for muse a Beatrice 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Sitting content by the hearth 

To whisper his history and thought. 

Poet uncuckolded, he hears 
No mad ethereal crying 
For merciless cloud and ridge 
Tormented by the golden horn. 

Ah, she will never lift 

Her intolerant head like a stag 

And scorn him, thinking of wind 

And naked hunter and his hallooing hound. 



THE CHASTE LOVERS 

Siberia is a land 
Drops from a cloud. 
The shackles click, 
Yet never loud, 

Upon a pavement 
Of the frost — 
A road we know, 
Yet still are lost 

Within the semblance 
Of its cold 
Mile after mile 
Till we are old. 
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